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Prescription For A Broken Heart 


| came to California to make my fortune as a musician. As you can see, that didn't quite work out. | arrived 


here in 1983 and joined a band a few weeks later. We got some attention and started to make some headway. 


Then it all fell apart in 1990. Drink, drugs, and egos killed my dream. | was so distraught over leaving my band 
that | knew | couldn't do it again. So | quit making music and looked at hauling myself back to Minnesota. But, as 
| was hunting through the newspaper for cheap ways to work my way back home, my eyes fell on a wanted 


ad. 


They wanted people to train in small animal care. Not necessarily as vets, but as veterinary assistants. I've 
always loved animals, cats in particular, so | signed up. | thought | could take at least one skill back to Jackson 


seeing how I'd originally come to LA to go to the Musician's Institute. 
How wrong | was. 
| took the course and loved every moment of it. Suddenly | found somewhere my heart lay other than music. | 


loved helped the animals who passed through the school and | came out top of the class. Now | had something 
else to be proud of. 


The classes were funded by several arimal shelters. All were desperate for staff. They needed extra hands and 


couldn't retain the staff they had. When | found out why, | was sick. 


Kill shelters. Each and every one of them. Healthy animals would come in and 99% of them were dead within a 
week No one came to claim them. No one came to adopt them. Beautiful animals with gorgeous eyes. It's where 
my first cat, Emilia, came from. She was a big, ginger tabby. Full of life and love. Her favourite spot was the 


apartment window, watching the tree outside. 

| currently have a little house on Orchid Avenue. It's not far from the first apartment | lived in when | 
originally came to LA. It's a lovely area just off from the main strips. There's a small park at the top of the 
street and trees line the road. Despite the busy roads, it really is quite peaceful and | love it. | especially love 


the tinkling fountain in the back garden. 


Little Black Cat Rescue was my answer to the kill shelters which litter the country. We take in all small animals 


and work hard to rehome them. It's how | met my boyfriend. 

| remember the day well. We'd just had one of our fundraisers and people were streaming through the door to 
adopt. One guy in particular caught my eye. He didn't look happy happy. In fact, he looked downright miserable 
with his hands shoved in his pockets, sunglasses on and sun bleached hair hiding his face. In an effort to make 
him feel welcome, | went over and introduced myself. 

"Hil I'm David. Can | help you?" 

| get a grunt in response. 

"You okay?" | gently pressed. 

This time | get a shrug. 

"Well, anything you need help with, just ask 

He glances up at me, eyes still hidden. Giving him another look over, | return to the desk. He was your typical 
surfer dude; tall and skinny with artfully messy hair. Not normally my type but still pretty on the eye. | bet 
he made great arm candy for someone but there probably wasn't much in the brains department. 

| carry on helping people with their adoption forms and getting everything they needed. From the corner of my 
eye, | watched Surfer Dude inch closer. When there was a break in the crowds, he finally spoke, "I wanna 
adopt" 


"Great! You're in the right place!" | handed him a clipboard. "Fill this in and I'll show you around." 


He gave me a tight smile before wandering off and sitting on a chair. My attention returns to the line in front 


of me. People with questions, people with forms, people wanting to know the right food for their animal. Some 
of them filter off with my staff, going to look at the animals, while others wait to collect their new pet. 
They're the ones whose home checks have been completed and are ready to welcome a new life into theirs. 
Finally Surfer Dude is standing before me and | take the clipboard from him. Looking it over, | smile. He checks 
out nicely, as well as living in a nice neighbourhood. | notice his full name and "prefer to be known as" don't 
match, but I'm not going to question that. Under occupation, he's written "musician". 

"Really?" | ask. 

He nods and shrugs. 

"What do you play?" 

Another shrug. "Bit of everythin. Mainly the drums." 

"That's awesome! Great to meet another musician" 

He gives me a weak smile, those sunglasses still covering his eyes. 

"So," | begin, "what kind of animal are you looking to adopt?" 


"Cat 


"Fantastic! We have plenty of those. If you follow me, I'll show you around” | quickly glance at the board to get 


his name. "Taylor." 

| take him to our holding areas. White walls are painted with soothing murals and the animals have access to 
secure outside areas. They can play and sunbathe and snooze to their hearts content. Quietly we amble along 
the cat pens, Taylor stopping and starting to inspect the animals. From time to time he makes an approving 
noise before we move on again. 

Suddenly he stops and crouches down to peer in a cage on the bottom row. Smiling, | join him, my eyes drifting 
beyond the tiny, white room and to the garden beyond it. 

"This one," he murmurs. 


My attention returns to the cat inside. She's an older cat, maybe four or five, with thick, honey coloured fur. 


"Her name's Latte," | begin | continue and tell him about her age and where she came from. | finish with, "But 


she's part of a bonded pair. She has a little brother who has to go with her." 


His eyes don't turn from the glass. "Oh. Where's her brother?" 

"Probably out in the garden. He's a little guy, maybe two or three. We call him Espresso." 

"Oh. Okay," 

"Want to see him?" 

"Sure." 

Getting back to my feet, | walk us to the end of the corridor and out of a door. Opening a gate, | let Taylor 
into the garden before following him. Suddenly we're surrounded by inquisitive cats, all of them wanting to know 
when their next meal is arriving, or who the new human is. Searching the scrum of furry bodies, | reach in 
and lift out a little black one with a blue collar. Flipping over the little paw shaped name tag, | smile. I've got the 
right one first time around. 

Turning, | hold him out to Taylor. "This is Espresso." 

| see the guy's face fall and, in that second, | feel my own heart plummet. 

"I can't take him," he says. 

"Why not?" 


"| just can't. I'll take the other one but | can't take this one." 


| sigh and hold the small, purring body to my chest. "I can't split them up. They came in together and | insist 
that they leave together. Maybe there's another you'd like to adopt?" 


"No." He shakes his head, strands of blond hair falling over his sunglasses. "I like Latte." 


Sighing, | walk back to the gate with Espresso still clutched to my chest. Shooing the other cats back, | hook 
my foot under the gate and pull it open. | manage to hold it open long enough for Taylor to exit before | nudge 
it shut. 


"Yeah, yeah," | reply to the barrage of meows from the other side. "Dinners coming. | promise." 


Quietly | walk back into the holding area and open the door to Latte and Espresso's cage. The honey-coloured 
cat ambles out and sits in front of me. | grin when she meows and place her brother beside her. Instantly she 
places a paw on his head and begins to wash him, much to his disgust. Yeah, I'm being a little bit manipulative. | 
want to get under his skin and show him how perfect they are together. On top of that, | want to know why 
he won't take Espresso. 


"They've all be neutered and had their shots. We give you six month's worth of pet insurance as well as 


everything else you'll need" | go for the kill. "Why don't | come and do a house check later?" 

Beside me, | hear the guy grunt and | glance up at him through my own hair. I've never been able to bring 
myself to cut it. Maybe part of me wants to hang on to my past. And maybe there's a part of the past that 
Taylor doesn't want to hold on to. 

"Is that a yes or a no?" | ask 


"Yeah," he replies quietly. "Come by about seven" 


"Cool." Gathering the cats up, | hustle them back into their little pen. Giving them a wink, | shut the door. "I'll be 


there at seven" 


At a couple of minutes before seven, | pull onto the drive of a nice house. There's a single car in the driveway 
and | assume it's Taylor's. On the passenger seat beside me is a cat carrier. From inside, | can hear two fur 
balls making a lot of noise. It's been a while since they've been out of the centre and they're desperate to find 
a new home. And yes, I'm still being manipulative. I'm still trying to get them a good home together. 


Picking up the carrier, | grab my papers and get out of the car. Before | even reach the front door, it's being 
opened for me and Surfer Dude's standing there in little more than a pair of board shorts. | feel myself raise 
my eyebrows as my eyes rake over that incredible body. Not the way | was expecting to be greeted but hey, 
if that's what floats this guy's boat. 

Smiling, | walk up to the door. "Hey." 

"Hey." He nods at the carrier dangling from my hand. "You brought her with you." 

| raise it for him to see. "Them," | reply. 


"Hey! | told you | only want to take one of them!" 


"And | told you | can't separate them. You want Latte, you've gotta take Espresso as well. Besides, what's your 


problem with him? He's a cutie." 


Taylor huffs and turns back into his house. Kicking off my shoes, | step over the threshold and give a low 
whistle. The place is nice, far bigger than anything I've ever been able to afford. I'm a real charity case. Well, 
Little Black Cat Rescue relies entirely on donations. Luckily | managed to buy my house before the royalty 
checks from my band began drying up. 


A few framed gold records lean against one wall, waiting to be hung. Twisting my head, | read them before 


laughing. 
| thought | knew you!" 
Taylor stops in his tracks before looking at me once more. "Huh?" 


| nod at the records. "| thought | knew your name. Just took me several hours to piece the puzzle together. 


Congratulations. You've got a great band. Love your stuff" 
He gives me a flicker of a smile before the blank expression falls again. he's hiding something and | doubt I'll 
ever be privy to what's going on in his mind. Whatever it is, I'm here to help ease it thanks to a couple of 


cats. 


| follow him into an open plan dining area and rest the carrier on the floor. Instantly it begins to rock and | tap 


it with my shoe. 

"Pipe down in there otherwise no getting out." 

"You're letting them out?" Taylor sounds surprised. 

Rifling through my folder, | pull out a sheaf of papers. "Yeah, if you pass the check. Which, from what I've 
seen you should do no problem." | take a look around and spot a pool in the back yard. Not unusual for 
California. "You got a fence for the pool?" 

"Cats don't like water," he coolly replies. 

"Doesn't stop ‘em deciding to take a swim. It only has to be temporary, until they get settled." 

‘lm. Not. Keeping. Both. Of. Them," he says through gritted teeth. 

Looking up from my forms, | give him my biggest, sunniest smile. "Trust me, you'll take them both." 

He frowns at me and, for the first time, | notice his eyes. They're bloodshot and glazed and | wonder if he was 
crying before | arrived. Maybe | interrupted something? Standing my ground over taking both cats, | take a 
look around the rest of the house. It all checks out with just the pool to be concerned about. Its obvious he's 


had pets before and he'll look after both of the cats perfectly. 


Returning to the dining area, | find him standing over the carrier. From inside of it comes the sounds of two 
energetic animals, both of them desperate to get out. 


"So tell me why you don't want to take Espresso?" | ask 


Its none of your business." His coolness is like a blast from the Arctic but l'm determined to stand firm. 


| put on my stern voice. "It's all of my business, Mr Hawkins. They're my cats and, like | told you, you can't 
take one without the other. Is it because Espresso is black?" 


| study his face and, when his eyes flicker away, | know | have my answer. 
"Black cats aren't unlucky," | say. 


His eyes glance at the floor and! watch his shoulders rise and fall. | know I'm getting somewhere and | 


continue, "Espresso's not going to give you bad luck, or anything." 

"l'm not superstitious," he replies. 

"Then why do you have something against him because of his colour?" 

His head snaps up, eyes suddenly blazing as he glares at me. "You're not going to give up, are you?" 
"Absolutely not. You wanted one of the cats and you have to take the other. I'm not going to split them up 
because you don't like one of them because of his colour. What if | told you | didn't want to hang out with you 
because of your hair colour, huh? How would you feel then? This is a cat, Mr Hawkins, not a deadly disease. 


He's not going to kill you." 


He lowers his head again and | see his shoulders rise and fall. Suddenly the guilt snaps through me and | know 
I've said something wrong. Sighing, | brush the hair from my face. 


"I'm sorry," | murmur. "I shouldn't have snapped." 


He shakes his head, hair once more hiding his face. Feeling my heart break, | step up to him and rest a hand on 
his shoulder. 


"You can talk, if you want," | softly press. "Tell me why this little cat bothers you so much.’ 


Another shake of the head and those tendrils of golden hair whisper against my wrist. Instinctively, | pull my 
hand back. It's a long time since I've been with anyone. Too long, in fact. Sure there's been a couple of dates, 
but no one wants to be with the guy covered in cat hair. No one wants to be with the guy whose social life 


revolves around his work place and whose office parties tend to be held at the local pizza parlour. I'm a boring 


shit and | admit to it. 


| feel my body ache with the need to get to the root of this guy's problem. It's part of my nature, being the 
therapist. “Talk to me, Taylor." 


From behind the veil of hair, | see him swallow. "He. He." 


"Go on." 
"He reminds me of my ex-partner." 
"Oh" Then the penny drops and | feel my heart go with it. "OH. Taylor, I'm so sorry, really | am." 


His eyes snap back to mine, the anger replaced with fear. "Please don't tell anyone. Please. No one knew about 


us and | don't want them to start now." 


| give him a weak smile and shake my head. "I'm not in the business of selling my clients stories to the 


newspapers. Honestly, I'm not. Your information is safe with me." 
He manages a small smile and looks down at the cats. "How about we let them out?" 
"You gonna take them both?" 


Another of those tired smiles. "Yeah. Yeah, I'll take them both." 


With the cats exploring the house, Taylor makes me a coffee. He's become a lot more welcoming and l'm happy 
to take him up on his offer of a drink. It's not often | get to spend time around our adopters. They come and 
go, happily settled with their new pets. 

| blow over the hot drink. "Do you mind me asking what happened between you and Dave?" 

He shrugs, eyes on the table. "Differences." 

"Yeah?" 

He nods. "Yeah. He wanted to come out about our relationship. | didn’t. It caused a rift. We wound up arguing 
and the relationship limped along for another five years before he decided to call it quits. | tried to repair it, 
honestly | did. But he was long gone. Wanted out." 

"So you still in the band?" 

"For the moment, yeah." 


"Won't be the same without you," | try to sound encouraging. 


"He'll find another drummer. Hey.” He looks up at me, quizzical look on his face. "You said you're a musician. 


What do you play?" 


"Bass. | played bass in a band called Megadeth." 
NO!" He grins. "That was you?! Skinny, liHle Junior?! Damn!" 

| laugh and lower my head, blushing furiously. "Yeah, that was me." 
"Fuck! What happened with that?" 


‘Same as you and your Dave. Differences. Mustaine couldn't handle me being clean and | couldn't handle being in 


the band anymore. Wasn't what | thought it would be. So | left and set up the rescue centre." 


Taylor fidgets a little. "Will you stay the night and help settle the cats?" He looks at me with hopeful eyes. 


"Please" 
| shake my head, a cloying guilt beginning to eat at my soul. "Im sorry. That's not a service we offer: 
Those gorgeous eyes become wider and tm trying not to let myself drown in them. 

"Please" His voice cracks. "I don't wanna be alone" 

| wish | could say that my heart didn't break | wish | could say that the guilt didn't consume me. But it did 
"Taylor, lm just the Crazy Cat Guy. Is there no one else you could call?" 


He shakes his head and that glaze returns to his eyes. A glaze | realise indicated tears. Had he really been that 
badly torn apart by the break up? Evidently if he was willing to let a complete stranger stay the night. 


Unable to take his pain any more, | get to my feet. “Show me where to sleep." 


His hand caught my wrist, strong fingers locking around me and, not unwillingly, | allowed myself to be drawn 


into his lap. 

"Here." One hand ghosts over my cheek and tilts my face. "Sleep here. With me." 

"Taylor." | softly protest. 

"David. Please. | need someone." 

He lifts one of my arms and presses a gentle kiss to my wrist. His mouth trails along to my elbow, my body 
shuddering and awakening. Its been twenty long years since | last felt the touch of another. Twenty long and 
lonely years. And | didn't want to turn down the beautiful creature beneath me. Someone gorgeous and sexy 


was paying me attention despite the cat hair and cat pee. That hadn't happened in forever and | wanted to 


experience it at least once more before | died 


Looping my arms around Taylor's neck, | brush my lips against his. For a brief moment, we sit still, statues in 
the early evering. Gasps tickle our lips and, when his hand winds into the back of my hair, | give in and allow 
the kiss. My eyes fall shut and | groan softly, Taylor's lips feather soft against my own It feels good to be 
held by someone else. Feels good to have their hands tenderly touching me. Normally | get a handshake, a hug 


at the most. Never in all the time I've been rehoming animals has anyone ever thanked me with a kiss. 


His hands smooth through my hair, untangling it, before he pulls away. Taylor's eyes are dark and dazed, his 
lips full and pink | welcome him back for another, albeit too brief, kiss before he backs away. 


His voice is husky as he speaks, "Let me show you the bedroom." 


Dazed, | stand and allow my hand to be taken Somewhere, deep in the house, | can hear the cats chattering to 
one another as they explore their new surroundings. I've taken care of them the best | can. Now it's time for 
someone to take care of me. | hate to admit that l'm tired and broken. Worn down by a cycle of life and death. 
| love my job. Love my animals. But I've spent two decades neglecting myself and my own needs. | put them on 
a back burner so | could take care of those without a voice. Along the way, I've lost my own voice and | fear 
Taylor may lose his. If | can stop someone else becoming the husk that I've become then my job on this planet 
will be done. 


Taylor's room is nothing special. The blinds are drawn, maybe as a subconscious act of mourning for what he's 
lost, and the walls are devoid of anything relating to his life. The bed sheets are still rumpled and the faint 


scent of cologne hangs in the air. | wonder if it's his, or someone elses. 


| nudge the door shut and turn to face the gorgeous blond. In the dying sunlight, | can see a whimsical look on 
his face, as though he's seeing something for the first time. 


"Taylor?" 

He doesn't reply. Instead, he steps up to me, cups my face and roughly kisses me. Taken aback, | flail before 
my hands land in his silky hair and | clutch him close. Our kisses are rough and desperate, filled with the need 
for the touch of another. We moan and groan, our tongues touching as we snatch one another's clothes. Taylor 
slides a hand between us and grabs my cock through my jeans. | groan, my knees buckling. He continues to 
stroke and massage me until, much to my shame, | come in my shorts. Panting, | tear myself away, my head 
hanging, hair tickling my face. 

"David?" 

| shake my head. "l'm sorry." 


"What the fuck for?" 


| can't lift my head, the embarrassment burning through me. 


"David?" 

He goes to touch me and | take a step back, my shorts quickly becoming sticky and cool against my groin 
"Did | hurt you?" There's pain in his voice. 

"No. No. |. | just" | wave a hand at my crotch. 

Its his turn for the penny to drop. "Oh. Oh, fuck. I'm sorry." 


| chuckle softly and lift my head enough to peer at him through my hair. "Nothing to be sorry about. You're 
fuckin’ gorgeous and | got a little excited" | shrug. "It's been a while.” 


Stepping up to me, Taylor takes me in those strong arms and plants kisses all over my face. "| wanna see you 
get excited again and again and again. | wanna get excited with you all night long. Will you let me get excited 


with you?" 


His kisses are doing the trick and | feel myself grow hard again. Wrapping my arms around his waist, | rest my 
cheek against Taylor's and nod, 


I'd love to." 
Hands stroke my back, fingers spreading out along my spine. "I'll go easy. | promise. Not gonna hurt you." 
"Thanks." 


He presses himself closer and, true to his word, | can feel Taylor's erection rubbing against my thigh. Pulling 
back a little, | look down and see that his shorts are beautifully tented. Pressing my mouth back to his, its my 
turn to slip a hand between us. He gasps as my fingers close around his cock, his hands tightening around my 
back as | gently stroke him. | wriggle my hand higher, teasing the waistband, before | slip my hand inside. Much 


to my surprise, he's going commando. 
Finding my stride, | grin and nip at his lower lip. "Now that's sexy.’ 


| feel him grin against my mouth. Holding him close, | walk us to the bed and drop myself onto the rumpled 
sheets. Taylor's shadowy form looks down at me and all | can think of is getting him out of his shorts and into 


me. 


Kicking my shoes off, | kneel up and crawl back to him. | can hear him breathing heavily. Hooking my fingers 
over the waistband of his shorts, | ease them down enough for the head of his cock to pop out. Burying my 
nose against the thatch of hair at his groin, | close my lips over the head of Taylor's cock and gently begin to 


suck. A hand lands in my hair, fingers tangling against my scalp, and the drummer lets out a quiet moan. It 


feels good to be doing this for him, to be bringing him a spark of pleasure in an ocean of apparent darkness. 
And its making me feel good too. For so long it feels as though | haven't been a sexual being to another 
person. Even if it's only for one night, Taylor's slammed my self confidence back into overdrive. Maybe I'll be 
able to go and find someone new to be with. 

He pulls gently on my hair. "No, not yet." 

Sitting back on my heels, | look up at that gorgeous body and wonder why it wants me. 

"Why, Taylor? Why me?" 

He shrugs and pushes his shorts down to his ankles. "Because you're cute. Because you treated me with 
respect." He straddles my legs and pushes me back to the bed. My breath hitches as he reaches for the 
button on my jeans. "Because you were friendly." He slowly pulls them down "Because you could see | needed a 
friendly face." Shaking a little, | lift my hips and allow him to tug my jeans off. "Because you're sexy as Hell” 

| lie back against the bed, my cock hard against my stomach. | tremble and go to fold my arms around myself 
as Taylor hovers over me. But he catches my wrists and gently holds me. | stare up into his eyes, taking in 
the lust which dances through them. Stretching my neck, | steal a kiss. 

"Want to know something else?" he murmurs. 

"What?" 

He rubs himself against my thigh and | let out a muted grunt. 


"l used to jerk off over you. Skinny, sexy metal guys with a shit ton of hair. Guys who would hold me down and 
pound my ass without a second thought. Might have jerked off to you at some point." 


| can hear the smile in his voice and his little declaration has pushed me to the point of no return. | flex my 


fingers against his hands and grab another heated kiss. 

"Do it," | growl. "Fuck me good and hard." 

He stills and looks down at me. "You're sure?" 

"Very, very sure. It's been a long fuckin’ time and | need it" 

Another kiss and | feel him grin against my lips. "Good" 

Taylor slides away from me and, propping myself against the pillows, | watch him. He flicks on one of the 


bedside lamps and the light picks out every inch of his skinny body. Reaching out a hand, | stroke it along his 
shoulders, watching as he shivers beneath my touch. 


"More," he whispers. 
"More touches?" 
"Yeah." 


While he fumbles through a drawer, | settle behind him and run my hands over his shoulders. My thumbs find 
the knots and whorls and gently begin to work them out. Taylor sighs beneath my touches and, considering | 
haven't touched anyone in so long, I'm fairly relaxed about being naked around someone I've only just met. 
Maybe its because we're going through the same thing. Maybe it's because we're both so desperate for any 


kind of recognition from another person. 


Sliding a hand over his tight, smooth chest, | nudge the hair from his neck. My breath whispers over his ear 
and | kiss the throbbing vein in his throat. His hands shake as he fumbles through the drawer and he finally 
pulls out a bottle of lube and a condom. 


Lie on the bed with me," | quietly say. "Let me make you feel good." 


Shaking, Taylor tilts his head back. Gripping his chin, | press another kiss to his delicious mouth. | want to 
savour this. Want it to last all night. And Taylor doesn't disappoint as he sinks into my arms, his hair cascading 


over my skin. 


We exchange hungry, desperate kisses as our emotions bubble to the surface. | feel like I'm being freed of so 
many bonds, the chains I've put around myself falling away. | don't know what it's doing for Taylor but he 


shudders and moans, body arching against mine. 


| urge him to the middle of the bed and onto is stomach. He folds his arms under his head, eyes placidly 
watching me. | could take him if | wanted. But | won't. Tonights about freeing us both and, quite frankly, | want 
to be under that gorgeous body and taking the pounding of my life. | want to feel that gorgeous, thick cock in 


me. 
Sweeping the hair from his back, | hover over Taylor. My lips press kisses to his spine, my fingers ghosting 
along his ribs. Beneath my fingers, he shudders and moans and | feel my heart swell. I'm doing this. I'm turning 
someone on. 

| move lower, my lips counting each of his ribs. | pay attention to first his left, then his right, side. As | move 
lower, he lifts his hips and | take a chance. Slipping my hand between Taylor and the bed, | wrap my fingers 
around his cock. Taylor gives a low grunt and rocks himself against my palm. 


Curling beside him, | press kisses to his tight flank. "Come on, you can do it” 


"Don't wanna," he murmurs. "Wanna come in you.” 


"And you can, but you're wound really tight. Let it out now and then have some real fun" 


Placing my free hand against his beautiful, curved ass, | gently urge him to rock. When he does, it's a beautiful 
sight and there's little | can do to contain my own excitement. His muscles ripple under my fingers, his cock 
throbbing against my palm. Gentle sighs fill the air and | glance up to see him looking at me from behind a veil 
of hair. 


| give him a smile and stroke his dick before leaning in to his kiss pert ass cheeks. "You can do it. Come for me, 


Taylor. Come all over my hand." 


He grunts and pulls his knees further under him. His rocking speeds up a little and | take my time to explore 
his ass. Taylor whines and, when | tap him with my fingers, he lets out a long moan. 


"More." 
"More?" | ask. 
"Yeah, more." 


Giving him a couple more strokes, | ask, "You like being spanked?" 

"Yeah." 

Smiling, | begin to stroke him faster, my free hand gently paddling his ass. Taylor grunts and ruts himself into 
my hand. Sticky pre-come trickles over my fingers and, with one final squeeze, he comes. A long, low groan 
leaves his lips and he rocks a few more times before sinking to the bed. Dark, hooded eyes look at me, Taylor's 
cheeks flushed pink. 


"You coulda gone harder," he whines. 


Crawling up to him, | lick my hand clean before wrapping it back in his hair. Pulling him close, | give him another 
kiss and rub myself against his flank. 


"I can come back and give you a real going over if you like," | purr. 
He tightens against me, breath hitching. "You'd do that?" 


"Yeah." | shift so that I'm lying on my back. Pulling him on top of me, | raise a leg and rub it against his flaccid 


dick. Slowly | can feel him coming back to life. "Ill come back with a cane, if you like." 


"Fuck, David!" 


"Yeah," | pant. "I'll come in, pull your shorts down and bend you over the bed. I'll give you a good, hard spanking 
before | tell you to stand up and brace yourself against the wall. Then I'll give you ten good whacks with the 
cane before | drop to my knees and blow you." 

Taylor presses himself closer. "David!" 

Grinning, | grab him and pull him close. It's good to feel his body against mine. Good to feel his warm skin 

"Do it," | hiss. "Fuck me good and hard." 

Pulling away, he kneels up and | watch as he rolls the condom onto himself. Grabbing the lube, he urges me to 
spread my legs before he gently presses a finger to my entrance. Gasping, | throw my head back, my hips 
arching from the bed. 

"Yes, Taylor! Do it! Fuckin’ do it!" 


| hear him chuckle and he presses a hand to my stomach, urging me back to the bed. "All in good time." 


Carefully he pumps his finger in and out and | do my best to lie still. So long. It's been so long since anyone has 
paid me any attention. 


He pushes in a second finger. "What else will you do to me?" 


Again, | buck against his hand, loving the feeling of being filled. "I'll put you over my knee. Treat you nice and 
gentle before | spank you." 


“Anything else?" 


| gasp as he twists the fingers inside of me, scissoring them to open me up. "I'll-I'll come here and I'll spank 
you a hundred times. In sets of ten And in between each set, I'll make you come." 


"Shit, David, that's hot! Wouldn't have expected that from the cat guy. 


Opening an eye, | look up to him smiling down at me. | return it with a sultry little grin Wrapping a hand around 
his wrist, | pull his fingers from me and draw him closer. Taylor gasps, and crawls between my legs. My eyes 
close as he presses the head of his cock against me. | gasp as he breeches me, one hand curling into the 
sheets. As slow as the coming of spring, he enters me, tiny noises leaving my lips. H's been way too long and 
bolts of pain shoot through me. But | try not to let them show, reveling instead in the wonderful feeling of 
being filled. 


"Fuck" He stops. "You're tight. You okay?" 


| nod and bury my head back against the pillow. "Yeah, yeah. Just fine. Keep going.” 


His hands wrap around my hips and he continues to carefully push into me. | spread my legs wider and pull my 
knees up. Sweat beads along my forehead and | let out little moans. Taylor slides a hand along my body and 
links his fingers with mine. | feel a kiss pressed to my forehead as he stops moving. 


"Okay?" he asks again. 
"Yeah. Yeah, fine. Want to feel you." 


Taylor's slow and tender as he begins to move. Soon the pain fades and is replaced by the most blissful 
pleasure I've known. My ex loved to fuck me. But he was quick, our love making over in a matter of moments. 
Taylor takes his time, his fingers caressing mine, his lips covering my face with kisses. | lock my legs around 
his waist and move with him. A blissful serenity flows over me like warm water, coiling and spreading through 
my body before it settles in the pit of my stomach. The knot in my groin grows and grows, a burning hot ball 
of pleasure which threatens to snap at any moment. Wrapping my hand around my cock, | stroke in time to 


the beautiful blond's thrusts, his name falling from my lips. 
"l'm gonna." | murmur. 
A kiss finds my cheek. "Do it." 


Lips cover mine just as | erupt. My body tenses and stars burst behind my eyes as my seed splatters over 


my chest. | scream into Taylor's mouth as shivers run across my body, my ass tightening around his cock. 
As | come back down, he gives me a gentle kiss. "You really needed that, huh?" 

Eyes still closed, | pant and nod. Writhing beneath him, | encourage him to follow me, to tip himself over the 
edge and lose himself in the euphoria. Taylor doesn't disappoint, picking up his speed a little until his teeth sink 


into my shoulder and his cock throbs deep inside of me. 


Sinking to the bed beside me, he runs his fingers through my come and licks them clean. Resting my head on 


my shoulder, he asks, "So you'll come back tomorrow with your toys?" 


Stroking his hair, | chuckle softly. "Absolutely." 


You're Not A Toy 


Author's Notes: 
You wanted more so here it is! 


The next morning, | managed to creep out without waking Taylor. He was in a deep sleep and | left a note 
propped against his coffee machine. | didn't expect him to call. 

Racing back across the city, | threw myself into the shower, grabbed a clean set of clothes, and made for 
work | caught sight of myself in the rearview mirror of the car and smiled. | looked different, alive and almost 
glowing. Because someone had paid me attention perhaps? Maybe because | suddenly felt like | wasn't on the 


scrapheap after all. 


Pulling into the parking lot, | yanked my Little Black Cat Rescue shirt on over my head and made for the front 


door. Spike, one of my younger staff, was already manning the desk 

"Morning, Mr Ellefson" 

"Morning, Spike | wriggled behind the desk and started walking to my office. 

"You look different today,” 

Stopping, | turned and looked at him. "Really?" 

"Yeah" His eyes travelled over me and he chuckled "Yeah, you got laid, didn't you?" 
The blush flashes up my cheeks and Spike chuckles. 


"Yeah, you've got a hickey." He points to my neck and my hand instinctively reaches to cover it. "Good for you, 
Mr Ellefson. It's good to see you having some fun" 


Chuckling, | roll my eyes and make my way to the office. | stop by the bathroom and examine the mark on my 
neck. It's angry and red and very, very obvious. | go to pull my collar up before deciding against it. No, I'm 


gonna wear it with pride. 


Making my first coffee of the day, | sit down and start on the paperwork. Our fundraiser has done wonders 
for our ailing finances and l'm thankful for everyone who's donated and adopted. The local firefighters have 
donated several thousand dollars and, reaching into a drawer, | pull out a stack of thank you cards. Time to 


show some appreciation for those who work so hard for us. 


Its coming up for llam when the phone rings. "Hello, Little Black Cat Rescue. David speaking. How may | help?" 
"David, it's Taylor." 

For a second, I'm stunned. | hadn't expected him to call. As far as | was concerned, last night was a one off. 
"Hey, Taylor. Everything okay? How are the cats?" 

"They're great. Look, | was, well, | was wondering if you wanted to come by again?" 

“Taylor, l'm not sure." 

"Please. You promised me." 

| stare at a photograph on the wall. It was taken back when the rescue centre first opened. | was a heck of a 
lot younger then and l'm sure my smile was wider. The photo shows me holding one of our first arrivals, a cat 
called Ally. She went to live with me and | remember her well. She had a habit of drinking out of the fountain 
and loved to smell the flowers. She'd sit on the wall and watch the cars pull into our little street. Everyone 


knew her and she became fat and happy as a result of all the attention 


"Yeah," | softly reply. "Yeah, | did promise you." | sigh and scratch the back of my head. "The thing is Taylor, 
its been a long time since | did anything like that.” 


"| don't care!" There's a desperation to his voice and | sense that he needs someone far more than | do. "Please 


come and see me, David" 

"Okay, I'll come by after work. Will you be home?" 

"Yeah," he sighs. "I'm not planin on going anywhere. Gonna tell Dave that l'm done." 

"Are you sure you want to do that?" 

"Yeah, I'm sure. | feel.. tied down. | want to go it alone." 

"And l'm sure you'll be just fine.” 

"Yeah, | will. So, see you this evening?" 

| feel happiness flow through me. "Yeah, I'll see you this evening. Have a good day, and, erm, good luck." 


Hanging up, | stare at the photo once more. Back then, | hadn't thought I'd be alone. | thought I'd be out and 
finding someone new to share my life with. In a way, | had, except that | shared my life with animals rather 


than humans. Work had taken over, but | hadn't cared one little bit. | love what | do. 


5pm rolled around and | did my final checks. The evening staff were just signing in, ready to feed and clean 
before everyone was settled in for the night. Bidding every one a good night, | made my way home and 
collected the implements I'd promised Taylor I'd use. They were ones | had used in many, many years, a 
throwback to another part of my life. My ex had enjoyed the pain. Had loved it when I'd beaten him and left 


marks in my wake. 


Pulling onto Taylor's drive, | find a red minivan parked alongside Taylor's car. Leaving my bag in the car, | get 
out to investigate and find the front door open. Foreboding tickles along my spine and | debate going back. 


But something made me stay. Rapping my knuckles on the front door, | walk in My heart thumps against my 


ribs and, when | hear raised voices, | stop. 

"lIl make sure you never fuckin’ work again 

"Fine. Whatever." Taylor. 

Which means the other voice belongs to Dave. I'm not so clued up on these guys. Years out of the music 
industry means | only hear bands fleetingly, whether on the radio or on a CD. | never listen to interviews and 
the only time | look through magazines is at the supermarket checkout. 

"You'll come crawling back," Dave continues. "Not that | care. | can find a hundred drummers better than you." 
"Whatever." There's a note of pain to Taylor's voice and | feel my heart crack. "I'm done. We're done." 


"Yeah, you're done all right. You're never gonna get another gig." 


Rounding the corner, | see Taylor slumped at the table with Dave standing over him. The blond refused to look 
up, hair hiding his face. When Dave took a step closer, Taylor visibly flinched. | had to do something. 


"Hi," | start. 
Eyes snap up to look at me and Dave's face was dark with anger. 
"Who that fuck are you?" 


‘lm from the rescue centre. Got a call to check up on two cats. The front door was open" My words come 


out in a single breath and | finish with a smile. Not that it seems to do anything for Dave. 


His attention swings away from me and back to the person hunched at the table. "You've got twenty four 


hours to change your mind, Hawkins." 


Taylor doesn't reply and the dark haired man pushes past me. Behind me, | hear the door slam shut. He slumps 
further in his seat and | want to step up to help. When | see his shoulders rise and fall, | sit beside him. 


He looks so dejected | want to stop and help him. But, at the same time, | also understand that this is a 
professional relationship. We had sex once and | can't get involved. 


Can |? 


He looks up at me through tendrils of hair, his eyes reddened with tears and | realise that the "nicest man in 


rock" can have a real bite when he wants. 

"I'm sorry," | murmur. 

Taylor frowns and gives me a confused look, one | find oddly sweet and endearing. | can see why Dave kept him 
so close and | bet the drummer has a real heart of gold. Someone to be loved and cherished, not put on a 


shelf once his usefulness has come to an end. 


‘lm sorry that it ended like it did," | softly continue. "I'm sorry for your pain. | know it's not much help, but | 
do know what it's like." 


Tentatively, he shuffles to the edge of his seat and, without saying a word, he touches my face. | close my 
eyes and lean into the touch, savouring the feeling of fingers stroking my cheek. When soft lips brush against 
mine, | melt. Leaning back into the seat, | invite Taylor into my lap, my arms going around his narrow waist. 
The kiss deepens, his tongue brushing over my lower lip, and | groan as he pushes my head back. Sparks of 
electricity skirt across my skin and | hold him tighter as he rears up against me, knees braced against mire. | 
know what he wants and I'm nervous about giving it to him. He's in pain and shock and, as much as | want to 
fuck that pain away, it might be the last straw for Taylor. Might trigger painful memories. 

"Taylor," | hiss against his mouth. 

He doesn't listen, his fingers tangling in my hair and yanking lightly as he pulls my head back. 

“Taylor, listen" 

"Don't wanna." He nips at my lips. "Just do it. Fuck me. Here. Now." 

| sag against the seat, my arms limp around him. Still | return his desperate kisses, my own just as needy. 


"Don't want to hurt you," | reply. 


"Want you to. Want you to make me forget" 


"But | don't have any condoms here." 


Taylor growls and presses himself closer. | can feel his erection through his flimsy shorts. "Don't care. Just 


fuckin’ do it" 


Sliding my hands over his ribs, | gently cup his face and push him away. Stroking my thumbs over his cheeks, | 
look into his eyes. So much anger and pain flashes through them. So much he wants to forget, even for a 


moment. 
"| don't want to hurt you," | repeat. "I'm not going to hurt you." 


Taylor takes deep breaths, his lips bruised. He grabs my face and goes for another kiss but | gently push him 
back. Easing him to his feet, | take his hand and retrace my steps from the night before. Quietly he walks 
behind me and, glancing over his shoulder, | find him looking at the floor, one hand rubbing his eyes. 


Stopping, | stroke his hair. Its silky smooth, unlike my own which, when its not in a ponytail, seems to explode 


around my shoulders. 
"Hey." 


Taylor shudders beneath my touch ard | realise he's crying again. My heart breaks. I've been in his shoes. I've 
stood before "The Boss" and listened as they've torn me apart. I've hung my head as they've pointed out each 
of my flaws because they can't admit to their own. In the clutches of darkness, I've cried and begged and 


wondered why. 


But Taylor doesn't have to go through that alone and | wrap him in my arms. He curls against me, his head 
tucked beneath my chin. His sobs turn to all out screams and | find myself holding him tighter. My own eyes 
smart and | want to slug the bastard who did this to him. 


"I loved him!" he howls. "Fuckin loved him with fuckin everythin | had! But no, he wanted me out ‘cause shit 


didn't go his way." 


| remain silent, my fingers gently working over his head. His fingers curl into my shirt and clutch me close. | 
don't want to let him go. 


"Loved him!" he screams. "Fuckin' loved him! But he didn't fuckin’ listen!" 


Leaning back against the wall, | slide us both to the floor and cradle him close. His tears touch my throat, his 


body heaving with soul wrenching sobs. My own tears finally join his, clouding my vision 


"Why didn't he fuckin’ see?! Why didn't he open his fuckin’ eyes?! Why didn't he give me the fuckin’ chance to 
prove it?! Didn't wanna come out! We didn't have to! Coulda stayed together!" 


There's nothing more | can do other than listen to him scream, his cries piercing my heart. 
‘lm not a toy! Not a toy!" 


"I know." Gently | continue to stroke his head, unsure of what to say. "| know. Taylor, we don't have to do 


anything. Please don't feel like you you do." 


Pulling back, he looks at me. His face is red and blotchy, eyes watery. His brow is furrowed, his pain on display 


for all to see. 
"I want to if you want to," he replies. "Show me you're not like him. Show me that you've got a heart." 


The man in my lap is so broken there's no saying if he'll ever be fixed. Like an unwanted toy, he's been thrown 
against a wall, shattering into a million pieces. In ISth century Japan, the adhesive used to fix broken ceramics 

was mixed with gold dust. It emphasized the joins and made the broken dish even more beautiful. Maybe I'll be 
able to do the same for Taylor? 


Cupping his chin, | gently kiss him. Last night Taylor showed me | could be whole again. Tonight it's my turn to 
prove to him that we're not all going to treat him badly. There'll be no whips or chains. No pain. l'm just going 
to make love to him like he deserves. 


Easing him away from me, | help Taylor to his feet. He sniffles and rubs his hand across his face. We're both 
silent as | lead him back to the room | walked from only this morning. The blinds are still drawn and the sheets 
still rumpled. In one corner, | see a photo frame face down on the floor. Turning my eyes back to Taylor, | slide 
my arms around him once more and pull him close. He relaxes against me, face nuzzling my throat and | 


suddenly feel something that | haven't felt for a very long time, not toward another human anyway. 

Someone needs me. 

Someone wants me. 

Someone wants me to be there during their darkest hours. 

Someone wants me to help put them back together again. 

Someone trusts me.. 

Kissing him, | walk us to the bed. Lying Taylor in his messed up sheets, | sit on the edge of the bed and admire 
him. Eyes which had been filled with tears now look at me with a doe-eyed softness. His fingers curl into the 
sheets, long, strong legs bashfully spreading. Bending down, | give him another kiss, my fingers toying with the 
waistband of his shorts. Taylor mewls against my lips and obediently lifts his hips. Slowly | ease his shorts 


down, savouring the feeling of the fabric whispering against his skin. He kicks them off and | move to kneel on 
the bed. My hands move to the flat expanse of his stomach, pushing up the black shirt he wears until he's 


forced to sit and let me remove it. For a drummer, he's awfully still. Normally they're all over the place, a 


mess of limbs as they twitch and tap and beat. But Taylor seems to be enjoying the stillness and silence. 

With him completely naked, | shed my own clothes and attack that gorgeous, firm body with kisses and 
touches. Now he begins to wriggle and squirm, tiny gasps and groans escaping his lips. | love touching him and 
finding those spots which make him chuckle or moan. When my fingers ghost over his ribs, Taylor arches 
from the bed. 

"Like that?" | ask. 

With his eyes closed, he nods and, using my lips, | find the spot again. Fingers tangle in my hair and Taylor's 
voice gets progressively louder. When | wrap a hand around his cock, he screams, his hard flesh twitching 
against my palm. 

Slowly | move lower until my nose is buried in the thatch of hair at Taylor's groin. Smiling, | inhale his musky 
scent, a scent which drives me dizzy with desire. He tugs on my hair and | know what he wants. Moving my 
mouth a little lower, | wrap my lips around the head of his dick. His silky pre-come trickles across my tongue, 
leaving a slightly fruity taste in its wake. 

"Please." He pulls on my hair again and l'm not going to disappoint. 

It takes a few moments to get used to what l'm doing but l'm finally able to open my throat and take him all 
in. Taylor howls and bucks his hips. As with the night before, he's wound pretty tight but now | know why. He's 
stressed and tired, beaten down by trying to hold up a drowning relationship. He's left one of the world's most 
successful bands and now he has to find his way in a world which may reject him. It's no wonder he's tense 


and screaming for release. 


| suck him for a few more moments, my left hand gently pressing him back to the bed. When | pull away, he 
whimpers. 


"s okay." | press a kiss to his hip. 

"Want you," he purrs. "Want you bad" 

"In you?" 

"Yog" 

"Taylor, it's been a while. Well, it's been a couple of decades." 

Hands grab at the back of my head, forcing me to look up at him. "I don't care. Please, David. Please." 


My heart patters and | take a deep breath. My own erection has been neglected, aching against my stomach 


as | pleasured Taylor. Rubbing my hand against his hip, | kneel up and kiss him. He looks up at me with wide, 


expectant eyes and there's no way l'm going to turn him down. 


Shuffling to the edge of the bed, | open the same drawer Taylor opened the night before. Rifling through it, | 
find the condoms and lube. Rolling the latex onto myself, | grab the lube and return my attention to the hottie 
on the bed. And fuck, what the fuck am | supposed to do with him? I'm sure he's had far better than me. 
Why's he suddenly all over the Crazy Cat Guy? 


"David?" 
"Yeah?" 
"You okay?" 


| nod and inch closer. "Yeah, I'm fine." Kneeling between his legs, | coat a couple of fingers with the sweet 
smelling gel. As | lean forward, he gives me a small, crooked smile and reaches to touch my arm. Its a gentle 
gesture, one meant to reassure, not just me but probably himself as well. | love seeing that smile. It's a mix of 


heartbreak and happiness. 


As | slide my fingers in, | kiss him, swallowing his cries. He writhes against the bed, his gorgeous body tensing 
as | find the sweet spot deep inside of him. Again, | press it and Taylor pulls away from me, eyes squeezed 
shut and neck arched as he screams. There's no way | can wait any longer and, coating my cock with a liberal 


amount of lube, | push his strong thighs wide and gently begin to push myself in 


His tightness makes my head dizzy and | have to stop. Bracing myself on my hands, | take deep, even breaths. | 


don't want a repeat of the night before. Don't want to it to be over in a matter of seconds. 


Arms wrap around me and hands come to rest against my shoulders. Opening my eyes, | find Taylor looking up 


at me. He wears the lopsided smile and the sparkle is returning to his eyes. 
"Please, David," he pleads. "Please love me." 


There's no way | can resist that and, burying my face in his neck, | slowly begin to thrust. Beneath me Taylor 
groans and stretches. His body, so beautiful and lean and toned, moves with mine and | savour the feeling of 
him clenching around me. It's a long time since | was last in someone and | want to remember every moment 
of it. | want to memorise Taylor. Want to keep him in my memory for those long, lonely nights. Cats are a poor 


substitute when the loneliness kicks in. 
His long legs wrap around my waist, ankles locked in the small of my back. | penetrate him with deep, even 
strokes, making sure to keep it slow. My lips kiss his neck and my voice sighs his name. He may be someone 


else's cast off but, to me, he's perfect. 


Taylor slides a hand from my back and down my arm. His fingers briefly lock around my wrist before he finds 


my hand. Linking our fingers, he gently squeezes, giving me the reassurance that | need. His warm breath 


whispers over my cheek and | just want to melt against him. 


Cradling the back of his head with my free hand, | gently kiss his warm and welcoming lips. Taylor sighs and 


gives himself over, his tongue darting over my lips. 

"Faster," he hisses. "Deeper." 

| do as he asks, my body shuddering. Stars flash behind my eyes and | feel my orgasm careening ever closer. 
Sliding my hand from Taylor's head, | reach between us and wrap my fingers around his aching cock. Pre-come 
dribbles down his hard flesh and he moans as | begin to pump in time to my thrusts. 

"Come for me," | murmur. "Come nice and hard." 

Taylor grunts and arches his back. "Keep doin’ it" 

"Doing what?" 

"Talking dirty." 

| kiss the corner of his mouth and try to calm my shaking body. "Want you to come long and hard. Want to 
feel your gorgeous cock explode everywhere. Want to lick your come from my hand And when I'm done fucking 
you, I'm gonna bend you over this bed, thrash your ass, and fuck you all over again" 

Taylor writhes and grunts and howls. His hips rock up to meet mine, his dick sliding against my palm. Arching 
his back, Taylor screams and his warm seed coats his chest and my fingers. His ass tightens around me and, 
for a moment, | can't move. My own body reacts, the warm tingling racing along my spine and tightening in the 
small of my back. I'm going to come, hard, inside of the beautiful man beneath me. If | don't black out, I'll be 
lucky. Its a long time since I've had a good, satisfying orgasm. 

He relaxes beneath me, his arm limp around my neck. His hand still holds mine and he gently squeezes it as he 
encourages me to finish. It washes over me in a wave of heavenly pleasure and | cry his name as | come. A 
veil of red blinds my vision and | continue to rock. The fingers holding mine tighten, holding me close. 

Resting my head against his chest, | let myself slide to the bed. The sheath of latex is carefully peeled from 
my softening dick and, for a moment, Taylor disappears. When he returns, he wraps himself around me and 
buries his face in my hair. | drape my arms around him, my fingers petting his hair as | take deep breaths. 
"Thank you," he murmurs. 


"No, thank you." 


Those arms tighten around me, pulling me closer. "Will you come back again?" 


| pause, my heart pattering. | want to say no. There's other things | need to do. But my heart aches. It aches 


for another. For someone | can talk to and have fun with. 
"Yeah," | reply. "Yeah, lIl come back" 

"Promise?" 

Chuckling softly, | kiss the top of his head, "Absolutely" 
"Sleep well, David" 


"Sleep well, Taylor." 


Chapter 3 


| did go back to Taylor's but | didn't sleep with him. Instead, | turned up in something other than my work shirt 
and old jeans and took him on a date to my favourite pizza place. | wanted to show him that he was more than 
a toy, more than an ornament to be kept on a shelf. The way his face lit up when that giant pie arrived 


warmed my heart and made me smile. 


We talked that night. A lot. We discovered we had a few things in common Both ex-drug addicts. Both stopped 
drinking. He liked to be out on the highways and byways while | preferred tending to my garden. 


He left me with a kiss and | left him with my personal cell number. | wasn't a half mile away before he texted 


me with a simple smiley face. 


That night, | sat in bed, the cats curled around me and tried to send him a message in response. | wanted to 
him out. Wanted to see if he'd go on more dates with me. Maybe not as my boyfriend, not yet anyway. But 


something, just a friend maybe. Someone else to talk to. 
Finally | settled on a simple Will you let me take you out more offen? 


His response was almost instant. Only if you let me take you out hiking this weekend. 


We went out. A lot. | took Taylor to some of my favourite restaurants. He took selfies of us hiking and posted 
them on Twitter. We started jamming together and, one night during a jam session at Rock and Roll Pizza, he 
dedicated "Under Pressure" to me. | laughed and blushed, not used to people watching me after so many years 
away from the limelight. He demanded | play bass with them on stage and, after much cajoling and protesting, | 
relented. But only for a single song. 


We sat in parks and on beaches, soaking up the sun. Much to Taylor's annoyance, | put a ban on us having sex 
during this period. | wanted us to have a time where we could both repair the damage from our pasts. The 
last thing | wanted was for him being hurt all over again because he'd medicated his broken heart with a 


series of one night stands with me. 


And boy, did he let me know he was pissed! | was bombarded with naked photos and dirty texts. He'd call me at 
work to tell me he was jerking off over my profile photo on the center's website. My Facebook inbox was filled 
with the slutty imaginings of Taylor Hawkins’ mind. His Twitter was a stream of photos that left little to the 


imagination. When we were together, he'd flirt and strut and drop his lithe body into my lap. He'd plead and 
whine and beg and playfully threaten 


Deep down, it made me feel good. No one had really paid me this much attention in a very long time. There'd 
been a couple of brief relationships but they'd never gotten past the initial dating phase. And none of them had 


ever seen me naked. Truth be told, | wanted to see Taylor naked again. | wanted to hold that gorgeous body in 


my arms again. But | also wanted to make sure that we were doing it for the right reasons. 


It was bpm and | was just cooking dinner when my doorbell rang. Expecting it to be a delivery, | was shocked to 
find Taylor on my doorstep. Watery eyes stared at me and a bruise darkened his left cheek. Letting him in, | 
lead him to the lounge and sat him down. 

"What happened?" | ask, my body rigid with worry. 

| came off my bike." 

That isn't the answer | want and | know there was more to the story than a biking accident. 


"What really happened?" | gently press. 


Those large eyes look at me and | can see the tears threatening to fall. Sitting beside him, | wrap him in my 


arms. Taylor begins to shake and, a second later, he sobs. 

"Taylor, what happened?" My voice is soft. 

"We got into a fight," he murmurs. "He hit me. | hit him back" 

| press my lips to his temple as my fingers gently stroke his head. "I thought he was gone?" 

Taylor just shrugged. "We had some shit to sort out." 

Through sniffles and sobs, Taylor's story finally came out. He'd gone to the studio to pick some things up. 
Thinking the building was empty, he'd quickly collected his stuff. Only to be confronted by Dave. Sorting out 
royalties and contracts had turned into a screaming match and, before he knew it, Dave had slugged him. 
Rather than back down, Taylor had fought it to the bitter end as the tension between them had finally 
snapped. 

Initially | made up the guest room for Taylor. But when he gave me that lost puppy look, | crumbled. Taking his 
hand, | led him to my room. My sleeping space mimicked the 1930's style of the house with a four poster bed 


and terracotta walls. Dark wooden dressers hid my clothes and framed photos of my family hang on the walls. 


Standing at the end of the bed, | hold Taylor's hand and look into his sad eyes. 
"You know you're not getting anything tonight, right?" 


He nods, lower lip trembling. As slowly and as tenderly as | can, | undress him, folding his clothes and placing 
them on a chair. Taylor stood still the entire time, his head lowered and strands of hair falling into his eyes. 


| took him to bed, but | didn't fuck him. Instead, | just held him, my arms around him as he rested his head 
against my chest and told me about his life. About the trappings of fame and how he couldn't be himself. 
About the demands placed on him by others. About how he couldn't open up about things in his life without it 


being analyzed a million times over. It made me glad | got out when | did. | don't think I'd have coped. 


Finally, with his head tucked under my chin, Taylor fell asleep seemingly exhausted by his life. Staying awake, | 
watched him sleep, my hands gently stroking his hair. | put together the broken lives of cats and dogs. But 


could | do it with a human? 


The next day, Taylor collected Latte and Espresso and the few things he believed he needed and moved into my 


house. 


"David, please!" 


Dropping my head, | hide behind my hair and laughed. Cooking with a horny Taylor around wasn't easy. But | 


was loving every minute of it. 

"David, look at me! How can you say no to this?!" 

"Easily." Grinning, | picked up two plates and slammed them onto the table. "No." 
He pouted at me. "David!" 


Chuckling, | look him up and down, taking in that body and the baggy shorts that defied gravity. Despite my 
best efforts, he refuses to wear anything more than shorts and I'd grown used to him lounging in the garden 
half naked. Even if they could see over the high hedges, | don't think my neighbours would mind much. | had an 
elderly, widowed lady on one side and a single, 30-something woman on the other. Both had flirted with me at 
some point and, with Taylor around, | think they were both in no doubt as to which way | swung. At least the 
younger lady anyway. My elderly neighbour probably thought | had a very sweet, very funny, and extremely 


good looking roommate. 


Looking at him, | raised an eyebrow. "No. Now sit down and eat. Afterwards I'm going to the store. You're 


welcome to come if you like." 


That adorable pout was still in place as Taylor sat across from me. All| wanted to do was sweep him off his 
feet and carry him to bed. But | wasn't ready to give in just yet. Even though both of us seemed to be in a 
better place, | still feared that Taylor may be self medicating through being with another. It worried me that | 
was a stop gap and hoped that he wouldn't return to his old ways. But that was his choice if he decided to do 
that. For now, | was more than happy to house and feed him. It was nice to have a warm body to curl up to 
at night. It was even better to have one that appeared to think | was sex on legs. My own battered and 


bruised ego was taking a little stroking, I'll admit to that. And, if Taylor wanted sex, then he'd get it. At some 
point. 


Leaving Taylor with a stack of dishes, | headed to the store. We needed both human and cat food. Stocking up, | 
returned home and dumped the bags in the kitchen The dishes had been done and stacked away. Yet the house 
was oddly silent, as though it was empty. The cats sunbathed in a beam of light. But, other than that, nothing. 
"Taylor?" 


Walking through the house, | stopped when | heard something clicking against the floor. My heart pattered and 


a film of sweat broke out on my forehead. Where was Taylor? And was someone else in my house? 

The clicking stopped and slowly | turned. My eyes landed on a pair of cute, black, high heeled boots before 
travelling up a pair of impossibly long legs. There was a black skirt that just skimmed their knees. That was 
topped off with a black shirt and jacket that was cinched at the person's waist. Their fingernails were longer 
and painted a dusky pink. Platinum blonde hair fell around their shoulders in waves and their skin was smooth 
and freshly made up with the barest hint of make up. Slowly | smiled. 

"Where's Taylor?" | asked. "And what have you done with him?" 

The figure before me smiled almost innocently and gave a little shrug. 

"He had to go," the female-Taylor said. "He asked me to come and take care of you." 

"Did he tell you that | prefer boys to girls?" 

Female-Taylor shook their head. "No, but he said | might be able to convince you." 

"Well" My smile widened a little. "You're very pretty but I'm not interested. Sorry.’ 

| move to walk past the person before me and they catch my wrist, fingernails dragging over my skin A 
shiver runs down my spine and | take a look at them. Taylor in drag is pretty. Really pretty. He puts most 
women to shame. And | can't really turn him down. Not when he's put so much effort into impressing me. 
That, and female- Taylor is turning me on more than | want to admit. 


Stepping closer, | cup his face and give him the gentlest of kisses. "You might be able to convince me." 


Those beautifully manicured nails reach up and gently scratch my cheek. | hiss, my body tightening as | deepen 
the kiss. | taste his lipstick and smell the soft, flowery scent of the perfume he's wearing. 


One of my hands skims over his tiny waist and up to one of his small, perfectly formed breasts. My fingers 


skim over a pert nipple and my eyes snap to Taylor's. He just gives me a small smile before silently taking my 
hand and leading me to the bedroom. 


Even as a woman, he's hot and | can't believe he's willing to just drop into bed with me. Why me? Why'd he 
pick me? l'm just The Cat Guy. 


Quietly, | close the bedroom door behind us. Taylor stands at the end of the bed and gives me the sweetest 
little smile. His fingers toy with the ends of his wig, his nerves on display. 


"Do you think I'm pretty?" he softly asks. 
"No," | reply. "I don't think you're pretty." 
His face falls, eyes dropping to the floor. 


"I think you're gorgeous!" | quietly exclaim. "Look at you! Damn! I. |" | shake my head. "I didn't think this would do 


it for me but all | want to do is drop to my knees and worship you." 
Taylor's eyes sparkle as he looks back to me, that sweet little smile once more playing on his lips. 
"Can |?" | ask. "Can | kneel in front of you?" 


Biting his lower lip, | watch a blush tickle Taylor's cheeks before he gives me a little nod. Slipping to my knees, | 


look up those long, gorgeous legs and into his warm, soft eyes. 

"So this is what | have to do, huh?" he asks quietly. "| have to dress up in drag to get you into bed?" 
Laughing quietly, | shake my head. "No, not at all. But it did help convince me that | want you, all of you." 

He cocks his head in that cute way I've seen him do, my heart melts. "Really?" 

"Yeah, really." 

Sliding my hands up his legs, | revel in their silky smoothness. He's shaved them just for me and my heart 
beats a little faster. Leaning closer, | press kisses to his strong calves, my lips following their gentle curves. 
Above me, Taylor gasps and rests a hand on my head. His fingernails massage my scalp, making me purr. 
My hands make their way over the gentle swell of his ass and | grin when | discover he's wearing panties. 


"Can 1?" | ask, my fingers hooking into the waistband. 


With his breath hitched, Taylor gives me a quick nod. Slowly | peel the tiny, lacy white garment down his legs, 


smiling as he delicately steps out of them. 


My fingers brush over the little boots. "Do you want me to take these off as well?" 

"Please." 

Taylor sits on the edge of the bed, his pretty hands curled around the edge. Carefully | remove the boots, 
laughing in glee when | discover he's painted his toenails too. Lifting one of his feet to my mouth, | press kisses 
all over it, listening as Taylor's murmurs and mewls. Finally, | sit back on my heels and rest his feet in my lap. 
"So you're a classy lady?" | ask. 


He blushes and shakes his head, averting his gaze. 


"But you're so pretty." My fingers begin to work at his feet and my smile widens when he purrs. "Can | love 
you?" | softly ask. 


Taylor's eyes widen and l'm certain he's going to bolt for the door. 
"You want to?" 
| nod. "I want to make you feel amazing.” 


Slowly | get to my feet. Wrapping an arm around his narrow waist, | use my free hand to cup his face and 


stare into his worried eyes. 


"I'm not going to hurt you," | whisper. "You're not a toy. You're a gorgeous, strong man with the confidence to 
dress up to seduce me. And | want to let you do that.” 


The fear begins to disappear and Taylor melts against me. Stretching up, he begs for kisses and I'm only too 
happy to give them. With our lips sealed together, | carefully lie him on the bed. 


Kneeling at his feet, | slowly kiss my way along his body, starting at his feet and working my way back along 
his legs. He whines and squirms, one leg lifting and showing me his hardening cock. Reaching the hem of the 

tiny skirt, | slowly push it up his thighs. Taylor watches me from behind the wig's bangs, his eyes dark and 

glazed. With a small smile, | lower my head and lick his cock from base to tip. 

"David," he hisses, one hand reaching to toy with my hair. 

"Want me to suck you?" 


"No. | want you to fuck me." 


| give the head of his cock a kiss. "Not gonna fuck you tonight." 


His eyes widen a little. 
‘lm going to love you. All night long if you let me." 


Flicking his tongue over his glossy lower lip, Taylor gives me a little smile. Almost coyly, he tugs on the skirt, 
hitching it up a little higher and letting his cock bounce free. Sliding from the bed, | strip off my own clothes, 
the warm, evening air wrapping around my aching cock Reaching for the bedside cabinet, | grab a condom and 
bottle of lube. They've been hidden there ever since | met Taylor in the hope that one day he'd turn up at my 
door. Part of me still can't believe he did. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, | lean in and give him the gentlest of kisses. Beneath me, Taylor purrs, his 
hands returning to my head. | love the feeling of those long fingernails raking through my hair, love how they 
scratch at my scalp. 


Crawling back over him, our kisses deepen, his hands sliding down my back and pulling me close. He's gorgeous, 
the long, blonde hair spread over the pillows. His large eyes stare up at me and | feel one of his feet slide 
along my leg. For the moment, Taylor looks delicate, as though he'd break at the merest touch. 


"Love me," he murmurs. 


His quiet declaration melts my heart and, rolling the rubber onto my cock, | carefully prepare him. Taylor 
mewls and rocks his hips to meet my fingers, his tiny fake breasts shifting with him. Part of me wants to 
strip him naked, while the other part just wants to make love to this little cross-dressing hottie. 


As | carefully pushed myself into him, Taylor hissed and tightened, his head back and eyes closed. He lifted his 
legs, spreading them wide. Sliding my hands under his shoulders, | held him close as | slowly began to rock, his 


warm tightness engulfing me and drawing me in deep. 


Burying my head against his neck, | pressed kisses to the soft skin behind his ear. "You're so hot. So fuckin’ 
hot. | love you and I'm not going to let you fall." 


| expect him to push me away. Expect him to run. But he doesn't. Instead, his beautiful eyes open and they're 
so filled with trust that | could cry. 


"You-2" he begins. 

| nod, my throat closing and the tears threatening to come. Wrapping his arms around my neck, Taylor pulls 
me down. His thin legs wrap around my waist, holding me as close as he can. Gently he kisses the corner of 
my mouth before the kiss deepens into something more hungry, more needy. We both need something from 


the other. Both need the love and attention which has either been denied to us or cruelly pulled away. 


"Do you?" | ask, my voice a little desperate. 


His face has settled into one of those cute, innocent expressions. For a second, Taylor just gazes at me before 


he nods. 

"Yeah," he whispers. "Yeah, | do." 

| melt against him, my hands gripping his shoulders as | continue to rock. | can feel my orgasm building, rolling 
through me and balling in my stomach. Taylor purrs and mewls and, sliding one hand from beneath him, | wrap 
my fingers around his cock and begin to stroke. His hands stroke along my back, fingernails scratching at my 


skin and making me wail for him. 


Taylor writhes beneath me, his warm come splattering across my hand and the skirt. A moment later and | 


follow him, my head resting against his chest and my breath ragged as | fill the condom. 


| finally get to undress him. Finally get to run my hands over his gorgeous, smooth skin He purrs as he curls 
up against me, his head resting on my chest, hair draped over my skin. Gently | stroke his hair, smiling softly 
at the tiny noises he makes. A comfortable silence envelopes us, one that Taylor eventually breaks. 

‘| love you," he whispers, large eyes turn to look at me. 


Wrapping my arms around him, | squeeze him tight and bend down for a kiss. 


"I love you too," | reply. "With all of my heart" 


